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FOREWORD 


The hulk of NisMkanto*s poetry is in his native tongue 
Bengali, in the poetical literature of which he occupies 
a place of high e77^inence. He never wade any serious 
attewpt to write poetry in English as his knowledge of 
English metre is almost negligible and his familiarity with 
the English language is neither deep nor extensive., , It 
was only for a. very short period and mainly as an expert- 
went that he wrote a few poems in English which are 
brought together in this collection. These poems have a 
value to those who are interested in the process of poetic 
creation in as mtwh as whatever poetic me^'it they have is 
solely due to the poet* s innate sense of rhythm and word- 
music. The description — a horn poet ** — cotvld hardly 
be applied to anyone with greater appositeness than to 
Nishikanto, for the poetic vein of speech is for him more 
like a natural function of his psychological constitution 
than a cultivated art and the sense for rhythm and subtle 
sound-body of words which comprise the essence of the 
poetic factiUy is native to his temperament. It would seem 
that the poet, in his inner being, is , in direct contact with 
some far-away Land of Felicity where the Muse of Poetic 
Beauty reigns supreme and the unearthly strains of music 
and the magical hues of that land flow through him un- 
hindered in large streams of haunting melody and capti- 
vating vision. the poet himself says in his own 

inimitable way — 

Inspirations come 

From a God-white source — 

And my heart-beats drum 
To their wide-open force : ** 



Without the poet having an opening to some such high 
world of beauty it would he difficult to account for the 
immediate enchantment his verse lays upon our sensible 
lities. Without such an opening it would also be impossible 
to explain the poefs success in writing English poetry 
with extremely meagre external technical equipment* 
Nishihanto* s success in the field of English poetry would 
appear to suggest that it is not impossible for an 
exceptionally gifted and powerful poet to surmoimt alto- 
gether the need of knowing the metrical technique by sheer 
force of his inborn and intimate sense of the spirit of 
rhythm and s%ibtle word-music ; the invisible Spirit of 
Word-Beauty with which he is in direct contact would 
itself provide him with its intrinsic body-forms ^ its shapes 
and structures of visible embodiment. 

Besides Nishikanto^s own English poems, are included 
in this volume translations from his orginal Bengali poems 
made by Dilip Kumar Roy to whom thanks are due for 
lending these translations for inclusion in this collection. 
To Sri Aurobindo who, besides translating one poem and 
checking up the rest, especially their language and compo- 
sition, has also been a constant source of inspiration and 
encouragement to the poet, it is not possible to render 
thanks in adequate terms. 


K. H. G, 



KING AND DEVOTEE 


The King of kings has made yon a king, 

Your sceptre gave, your throne of gold, 
Man and fair maid for retinue, 

Your swords of sheen, your warriors bold, 

Your crown, your flag, your victor-pomps. 
High elephants and steeds of pride, 

The wise to counsel, the strong to serve, 
And queens of beauty at your side. 

To me He gave His alms of grace, 

His little wallet full of songs, 

His azure heavens for my robe. 

His earth, my nest, to me belongs. 

My sleeping room is His wide world, 

Planet and star for bulb and lamp, 

The King of kings who beggared me. 

Walks by my side, a comrade tramp. 


Translated by 
Sri Aurobindo 
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SRI AUROBINDO* 

The earth is holy ground since thou art born 
And walk’st her clay. 

At thy angel tread a new-lit sun at mom 
Wakes every day. 

All pathways at thy footfall break to flowers 
Of harmony 

And the winds repeat thy hallowed name for hours 
In ecstasy. 

The evening-star met in thy eyes of flame 
Her love’s own fire. 

And greeting thee the silent moon became 
Transformed to a lyre. 

Rainbows descend below, thy robes to dye, 

O ageless Gleam! 

A-heave with hue and vision the poets cry : 

“Comes true, our Dream !” 
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THE MOTHER* 

Effulgent Mother, aureate as the sun. 

Who com’st to reave our ignorance shadow-spun, — 
Thou art incarnate on our dismal earth 
To unfold secrets of an Immortal birth : 

O luminous lore from the heart of paradise. 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies. 

Thy advent, a deep precipitate of Light, 
Annihilates our glooms of aeoned Night. 

Thy sentinel Gleam on life’s peaks knows no sleep 
And scintillates in jewels of the deep 
Revealing in a flash eternities : 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies. 

Lone-poised beyond the pauseless swirl of Time, 
Beyond the atoms and the Vast sublime. 

Things sentient thou hast with thy love ensouled ; 
Equal and warm, unique and manifold. 

Hues’ thrills are thy refracted ecstasies : 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies. 
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A mystic Healer of our stricken life. 

Leavening with love our squalor, pain and strife. 
Thou slayest still the demon-hordes with thine 
Infinite strength and quellest undivine 
And dark rebellions with thy swift sunrise : 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage lies. 

O quintessential Fire of the universe. 

Primeval Queen, whose youth no ravage mars. 
Vicegerent of Lord Shiva ! thou rainest still 
All boons — faith, courage, power invincible 
And yet remain’st ethereal, robed by skies; 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies. 

A yormg sun-glint upon earth’s ancient brow. 
Thou heraldest a New Dawn’s tender glow; 

Life’s avenues with new blooms flare apace 
Where birds sing in a new sky-consciousness. 
Thou bring’st to deserts sylvan harmonies ; 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies. 
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Colonies of an tinglimpsed loveliness 
Are gifts to earth of thy imperial Grace. 

By thee inspired, surrendering our all 
We win thy lustre’s endless carnival. 

O Light that sees and Flame that purifies, 

At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies. 

With the King of mystic seers in union. 
Stationed in bliss, thou farest free and lone : 

Thy footfalls usher magic floods in sands 
Life and extinction rock in thy twin hands. 

O thou revered of the last infinities ! 

At thy flower-like feet, the Soul, in homage lies. 
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DREAMLAND* 

In the blue bourneless spaces of this clime 
From now my life I’ll lead 

Of rapt forgetfulness — in rhyme 

With Light, as thou, Love, hast decreed. 

Here rmto blades of grass the wind 
Wafts whispers deep 

Of thy far land and would remind 

Of spheres of flawless melody that know no sleep. 

And the heart of green is starred with mystic blooms 
That fend the aeoned glooms. 

Flashing like rainbows’ glints against the skies 

Even as the painted wings of magic butterflies. 

In meres of song 

What paradisal swans are dancing all day long ? 

And on the dust 

What golden cherubs frolic past ? 
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CLAY-PETAL 

I am the clay-petal of a mortal flower-birth, 

I am the barren brownness of desert-desire. 

Through my dim pores is fluted the music of earth. 

My breast bears the candle of a glow-worm fire. 

I am a pilgrim-poet on the ways of the world. 

My poems are surging upon Time’s ocean. 

Around my life’s stone-torpor ages have swirled, 
Far-calling fountain voices of deep emotion. 

When the divine death- victor Will comes near. 

My sleeping soul remembers an ancient duty : 

My dark dungeons, light-festivalled, disappear. 

And heavenly jewels jingle in my earth-beauty. 

Crowned with pure joy, each clamouring atom stills: 

At the feet of the timeless Beloved my body thrills. 
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THE GREAT HUNGER OF LIFE 

Passing from door to door. 

From era to era it hovers : 

From star-brow to coral core 

A yearning spirit endeavours — 

A heart-born flame 

Of unattained claim, 

A blazing aim 

Straight to the goal : 

A passionate faithful game, 

A thirst of the seeking soul. 

Primitive, nude and powerful 
The great hunger of life. 

Always fresh and flowerful. 

Overleaping pain and strife, 

An eternal dream 

Of white moonbeam, 

A crimson scheme 

Of new-dawned earth, 

A myriad chorus-h5nnn 

Of golden rich rebirth. 
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Rolling — for ever rolls 

The world of aspiration 
Its wide omniscient scrolls. 

Its magnific vision: 

Faces of cheer 

The faith-bloom bear, 

Strange music hear, 

A tender inner voice. 

The longed-for hour is near. 

The day of diamond joys. 

Come to us, O all-beloved. 

Chase our nether shades. 

Come, O thou powerful prophet 
Whose words are fire-blades. 

Teach us and taking 

With thy hand breaking. 
Divinely remaking 

Our cells and pores. 

In lightning waking 

Charge with thy thunder force. 
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O MY HEART 


m ^ 


Like a star in the sky, like a flower in May 
You bloom, O my heart, in the deep. 
Like a shell which bears the pure pearl play 
In an ocean of vigilant sleep. 


You have your colours, you have your brush 
And a canvas eternally wide ; 

In a trance you dance with the luminous hush 
Bearing Time’s silent tide. 

You are moulding the clay to an angel’s eye. 
And moving the thorn as a pen 
You change the black veil with a golden dye 
And break the blind dark den. 


Consciousness grows in the Mother divine, 

You laugh on her lap in your dream ; 

Your thoughts are bright with her red sun- wine 
And your words in her silver moonbeam. 

Sleep, sleep, O my bird, in your glorious nest 
Like a pearl in the deep’s delight. 

Like a star of the sky in its radiant rest. 

Like a flower on a timeless height. 
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THE SOUL'S CRY 

I can stop not, O Master, 

I would reach the goal ; 

I fly faster and faster — 

A flre-winged soul. 

I stir with my flaming flute 
The eternal vast and mute — 

Its rhythms through my luminous brush 
On an endless canvas rush ; 

I play and paint all the while 
In its great- winged burning style. 

In my flawless lines flows 

Heaven’s stream of delight, 

And the bloom-gold glows 
In my flower-flight. 

A spirit — daring, far-leaping 
From ranges to ranges sweeping 
A vermilion passion, my life 
Overtopping mountain and cliff. 

Tears the veil of Time 
With its victor sunrise rhyme. 


ti 



Inspirations come 

From a God- white source — 

And my heart-beats drum 
To their wide-open force : 

Each second and every hour 
A stark uplifting power 
Releases my soul like a dove 
On the ways of freedom and love 
To the touch of thy crimson kiss. 
To thy rose-rich intensities. 

The response of your smile 
Illumines my art; 

Your starhood’s proud will 

Is to mate with my heart ; 

I am a clear point and clean 
Of thy bounding bold javelin, — 

I hurry through cloud and snow. 
Piercing the demon foe, — 

Driven by thy hand in the fight 
Vindicating the claim of the Light. 
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It is now my decision 
To play in your play 
Only with your vision 

Of crystal-crowned day. 

Now my body ’s a bowl that brims 
With thy nectar-drenching dreams ; 

And my thoughts are forming, changing ; 
A myriad rainbows are ranging ; 

My heart now bears the boon 
Of thy peaceful silver moon. 

My muses are many of mould 
But their aim is for One — 

My soul is sleepless morning gold, 

A sun-fire swan — 

In your depths of unfathomed blue 
Fronts the virgin coral hue 
And pearls my nude mermaid-speech 
That flowing grows inner-rich. 

The core of a quivering clear 
Ruby-rapture atmosphere. 
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Into' thunder-light’s splendour. 

Into wild rocky ocean. 

Into storm-swift surrender 
I cast my motion. 

On the shimmering slender green top 
I am dancing with the dewdrop 
My life plays with all — ^and with all 
It blends its fluted footfall ; 

All my channels I fill 

With an intimate One- ward thrill. 

O, Lord of beauty. 

Tune, tune thy lyre. 

Teach me my duty 

To thy spirit-fire ; 

Come to me in all thy grace. 

Let us stand here face to face, — 

Till a music of heavenly mirth 
Shall deliver my grief-pursued earth 
From dreams and bear my soul 
To its paradise-radiant goal. 
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THE ARTIST ALMIGHTY 

From where come the shimmering dots of emerald green 
On the dead-red canvas of a stone-stricken soil ? 

Such honey-sweet plenty flowers from what source 

unseen — 

Here, where earth’s form is a crude poisonous coil? 

Here I have seen a straight brush-stroke, iron-ash-grey, 
A long winding of palm groves horizon-stretched. 
Branches of star-triangular rhythm with heaven- 

sapphire play, 

Steel-strong sinews by deathless spirals caged. 

O thou, the Almighty Artist of royal reality. 

Teach me thy technique of miraculous transfor- 
mation. 

By which I can lose my flesh-bom dull triviality 
And gain release for my life, gain realisation. 

Give Thy colour-fountained luminous brush of power. 
Let bloom through my hard granite a heavenly flower. 
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THE YAWNING WEST 

A darkness masked as light its angry motion hurls, 
The lost dark sun shines like a hungry vulture’s eye, 

A serpent way from horizon to horizon swirls 
Its flow of aimless, dreamless travellers. Destiny 

In a soul-paralysed wakefulness sets world-life to swim 
On a sweet-coloured poison-deep. Demon shades 
Recast into dire splendours through human faces gleam 
In a flesh-festivalled glory : shimmering flame pervades 

From the hard black-fire mouth of mortality and men’s 

gaze 

Is blind with burning undelight ; Hideously nude. 
The body moves, a myriad-mooded carnal blaze 
In a death-desiring day, the devil’s prostitute. 

On the far western shore the breaking old world roars. 
The vampire witch her all-devouring dragon face 
Opens where the evening scene of evil floods and pours 
The blood of an old sun. 


Here a pure crystal grace 
Crowns the horizoned east far from that tossing sea ; 

New evolution here mirolls its tranquil white- , 
Moonfed consciousness. 
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O embodied fair Infinity, 
Mother of a divine creation, touch with heavenly Light, 
Release the earth from cruelty of the demon-day. 

Thou hast taken up my fate, queen of the radiant 

throne. 

In thy high cradle of star-truth ; I laugh and play 

And nestle in thy heart’s sapphire hyaline. An un- 
known 


Joy hushes now my soul : it carries still sublime 
Words, thy celestial necklace jewelling endless Time. 


17 
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DESCENT 

My consciousness flows like a wide and glowing river ; 

The gloomy tide is now a splendour-gleam. 

Thou hast come and thriven in me, O rhythm-giver, 

I brim with thy full-mooned creative dream. 

In my bosom’s secret core 
Thou hast opened a radiant door 
And through it vast melodies pour ; 

A gold descent with heavenly murmur, an angel -stream. 

The world of clay bears a gorgeous change 

While round her neck I wreathe a sun-garland 
Of amaranth glory. Far chanting fiery and strange 
Starry notes flame through each earthly strand. 

0 trivial creatures of flesh 
In pleasure’s dim painful mesh, 

1 shall make you bright and fresh 

And free, with the marvel touch of a mighty lus- 
trous hand. 
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The pale gray and black dry thorns upon the way 
Under my tread blossom to beaming rays, 

The universe is a lyre that tunes a play, 

Fragrant with my heart’s rosary of godly grace. 

I have shattered the hard rocky prison 
Like a spring my spirit has risen 
And flooded the desert horizon ; 

My life illumines the death-dark night of time and 

space. 
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FLOWER - TRANSFORMATION 

From a little opening in the earth 
A tiny speak of mud-black birth 
Desired realese 
From cruel stress 
Of crust-claws, demon-dark. 
And pain obscure and stark 

It cried out for the bright sunshine 
To the Mother-heart divine : 

“With light so near 
How shall I bear 
Blindness of wakened eyes. 
Life’s leap in stagnant ties ! ” 

So to its call of yearning thirst 
The divine Mother gave at last 
By her presence bliss. 
Compassion-kiss 
And touch of honey flame. 
Green blade and flower gem. 
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■' *Tis transformation! ” Mother said; 

The great name bowed the blossom’s head, 
And while I gazed 
Joyful, amazed. 

The wonder reached a height ; 

The flower in rapture-flight 

Entered and opened all my soul 
To its radiant and fixe-petalled goal : — 

A bloom gold- white 
Of life and light 

A dawn of new birth, a new day. 

Vision of a new world’s new play. 





TRIPLE TREMOLO 

A mystic land, a world of magic wonder ; 

A picture painted with subtle light and shade ; 
A white moon lotus of deep and delicate splendour; 
A rainbow romance — a rose of passion-red. 

A land of light with a delightful play; 

A festival manifested with heavenly claim ; 
Descending showers that make to blossom the clay 
An eveless and a sleepless sunfire flame. 

A land of earth with many laughters and tears 
Churned and cherished in the bosom of a yearn- 
ing source. 

Through the mortal game immortal experience 

bears 

And pulls at the sky with giant cords of force. 

0 painter and poet- musician of my human birth, 

1 am tuned in thy tremolo of dreamland, heaven 

and earth. 
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LION AND DEER 

A deer of lightning comes and goes ; 

Flitting it plays, 

Swift-hmbed, spotted with silver rose — 

A bodied golden grace. 

It moves and hovers in green woodland, 

A beauty-born thing; 

On flaming heels that can hardly stand. 

Its gait is a flash and a spring. 

A lion of thunder and hungry fire 
Paws with red-hot nail 

Groaning in the caverns of desire 
By the side of the mystic veil. 

The red beast runs through the rocky ways 
Like a power of wild flame ; 

One sees a burning giant face 
Move in a dreadful game. 

When the screen is rent by a moment’s slit 
And shows where two lands end. 

The lion-fire and the deer of light 
Run and flame and blend. 
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But tlie veil blocks them then and there. 

And still, the drama goes on — 

On a stage that is swept with noise and flare ; 
For each longing fire is alone. 

The giant beast leaps up and roars, 

A hunger ever-burning. 

The slender prey swerves back from its course 
In a flight of fear and yearning. 

One day, the two of themselves shall tire 
And lie tossing on earth. 

Till comes with help the secret Fire 
To release their painful birth. 

At its beckoning life’s weird and muddy 
Mystic veil has vanished. 

The struggle-weary earthly body 

In motionless peace is banished. 

Then by the stroke of heaven’s crimson flower 
From either body shall rise 

An angel of beauty, an angel of power 
And kiss each other’s eyes. 


34 
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The lips of thunder, the lips of lightning 
In an ecstasy mixed and dense 
Cling, a married splendour widening. 

And smite with a touch of intense 

Immensity, — through my heart they enter 
And my soul they force 
With sunpower wine and honey-star tender 
At vision’s close and source. 



MERMAID ANGEL 

The dull gold of departing day dissolves in the west, — 
A barren evening’s nut-brown atmosphere 
Fading to shadow slowly on the horizon-crest ; 

With a wan dream of dead sun I am walking here; 

Before me moves an ocean of vastitude sapphire 
With wavy curves cream-soft and Chinese-white, 
And from the Unfathomed rises a vision of silver-fire — 
Shimmering with grace of a crystal God-light 

A mermaid angel of beauty and movement came. 
Revealed the pearl-purity of your divine deep 
With star-rising bright eyes and a moment-whim 
Of jewelling play and rhythmic delightful sweep. 

It changed time, transformed the day’s departing tear. 
Turned to crystal my dull nut-brown atmosphere. 
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THE NIGHT OF SILENCE 

H^k, the voice of silence, call of the midnight bird : 

The tune shakes the root of the dumb sleepy earth. 
It climbs above spreading its echoes through the stirred 
Ways of heaven and jingles with stars of marvel-mirth. 

The veil of mystery slowly lifts with the ethereal sounds ; 

The unknown beauty of night opens to the solemn vast 
Infinitude : the dream-rose garlrnd of love surrounds 
The maiden on her velvet couch — an expectancy cast 

Like lightning among the blind foldings of cloudy time ; 
The delivered consciousness of the imprisoned thirst 

for Ught 

Brims now with song of celestial streams, the joyous 

chime 

Glows with an inner moon-rise melody, gold and white. 
Drenching the desert-dark of the world ; O Immortal lore 
Of mortal birth, like the bright-winged bird with you 

I soar. 



ETERNITY’S PLAYMATE 


My consciousness is caught by a giant power, 

And I am drinking heavenly vats of wine ; 

My moments now are starring Time’s black tower, 
My thought ripples on the infinite crystalline. 

/ 

An unhorizoned moon of peacefulness 
Beams her white widening calm in my soul-centre : 

A new sun thrills, creating golden days, 

Moved by the magic brush of my heart’s painter. 

0 force beyond all speech, joined is my fate 
To your everlasting ecstasy of fire ; 

For I have grown eternity’s playmate, 

Tossing my diamond-music of desire. 

World after world melts to a spirit-shower : 

My consciousness is caught by a giant power. 
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DANCE ON DEEP STILLNESS 

A red sea swings 

On the crystal deep. 

The rainbow sings 

On a white wide sleep ; 

The greenwood bowl 
To horizon-goal 

Flows with a wine of goiden streams 

The flame-lives dance 

On a still life-fire. 

And soul-songs glance 

On a mute sapphire ; 

Births are all dews 
Of human hues — 

Bubbles of wine with desire-dreams. 

But who is the deep 
And white wide sleep ? 

The giant hushed with intoxication 
Is drinking the dreams of his bubbling creation 





SEALED TO SILENCE 

The night is sealed to silence : on lonely seat 

I feel One motionless mute in my heart ; deep 
In inexpressible thoughts, the white moon-lit 

Omniscient dreams in his wide illumined sleep. 

Songs curve like slow billows on a soundless sea, * 

The profound and solemn call of a face unseen 
Opens veils of unfathomable mystery. 

And the fire-bosomed visions of eternity lean 

To the nude and flaming beauty of a new world : 

Time's charioteer wheels on with wordless force. 

A myriad virgin fancies have flowered and pearled 

In the poet, — the moment-moulder ; the crystal 

source 

Of the Creator flows through the stillness of burning 

si!3«irs 

And my soul drowned in their silence his numberless 

creations bears. 
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VIOLET DRINK 

A blind background of nothingness ; a bare 
Horizonless desert covered up by a vast 
Skyless mist : with a sudden violent blast 
It cracked ; and the leap of a red, fiery glare 

Revealed from the dense mist a blazing mountain 
Of crimsoned snow and ranges of purple light 
Kissed by a cobalt firmament ; leaving the height 
A violet river streamed from its luminous fountain 

Through the valleys’ labyrinth of emerald green 

There rose a form of beauty and immaculate grace — 
A silver halo round the moon-white face — 

And towards roe slowly came. With her hands of sheen 

She held the violet drink in a golden cup before 
My yearning lips. I drank ; the vision was no more^! 
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GREEN DARKNESS 


The vast green darkness rolls and heaves 

To the black-besmeared horizon’s bound, 
And with a mournful clamour cleaves 
The silence of the worlds around. 

It roars and rocks and breaks in vain 
In a restless night of starless pain. 

O ocean of bewildered force, 

Surrendered pray to the firmament light 
And learn to gain thy peaceful source 
In motionless depths of might. 
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THE MOTHER-LOTUS 

Divinely pure is and white 
And wide in my heart 
The Mother-lotus of light. 

And she lives there apart 

Opening and blooming all the time 
In a spotless silver-petalled chime. 

In a perfume of peace sublime 
Secret and sweet. 

And my spring of aspiring will 
Is a crystal at her feet. 

A huge and spacious flower. 

The world she bears ; 

Her stem is Time’s tall tower 
Of illumined spheres ; 

She changes my transient mortal desire 
In the diamond-core of her bosom-fire 
To a vast eternal spire 
Of eveless sunshine ; 

At the source of her honey moonrise 
I make my thoughts divine. 


33 
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Angels desire the deep 
Nectar in me 

I drink in my vigilant sleep — 

My wine of thee; 

A sky- touch, a heavenly kiss, 

A thrilled keen edge of unending bliss, 
A scented flower-winged breeze, 

A sweet fire-dart, 

O white Mother-lotus, 

Is thy presence in my heart. 
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THE CAT AND THE RATS 

Ash-dull and grey 

Is the life of the rats of the earth, 

Free air and light they cannot breathe, 

Blind is their way 

The rats of the earth ! 

They thrust in the ground their red blood-oozing teeth. 
Mad the shadows work writhing a shabby tail 
Storing clay-crumbs with crooked miser nail ; 
Rat-lives of the earth. 

In darkness they play 

Imprisoning Time in their self-seeking’s bars 
In the dungeons beneath. 

A sleepless goldfire 

Are the eyes of the cat crystal-white 
She guards the dark holes 

through Time’s long nights and days 

A sun silver-dire 

The cat crystal-white 

Bares her flame-teeth with the blue lightning rays; 

If from the holes of the everlasting night 
A single soul aspiring peeps out for the light. 

The cat crystal-white 
Like a burning desire 

Sets her blazing nails in its breast and breaks the bars 
From the life of dark ways. 
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THE AWAKENING KISS 

Neither mirror-crystal lake. 

Purple glow nor snowy flake. 

Argent star serene and bright. 

Nor a sun of golden sight. 

Yet all these are in my spirit’s radiant dance. 

I am the pure and luminous 
Liquid brightness arduous 
Of the vast and wavy wine 
In thy eternity’s cup divine, 

A gulf of peace, an ocean of creative trance. 

My horizon is mirth 

Of thy meeting heaven and earth, — 

Lips of thy infinitude 
Touch my life, — ^into the nude 

Passion of the primitive eternal soul, — 

The giant curve of a God-kiss 
Filled with the intensities 
Of thy love’s great crimson morn 
Till my days awake reborn 

To the immortal vision of their glorious goal. 
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BEAUTY’S BLAZE * 

The beauty that fulfils all vision with its gleam 
Unwaning, O concede me that delight divine ; 

Be incarnate to may soul of wistfulness, incline 
In deep compassion — be no more a rumomred dream. 

Cascade thy marvel rapture of eternity. 

Visit no more as a lightning-flash, a magical 
La,ughter that dies — a cruel short-lived carnival. 

On the eve of union pealing from thy sentinel sky. 

The signal of farewell ! 0 everlasting mate. 

Yet guest of a moment, making love for aeons wait! 


Come, Glory, burn my earthly darkness ofl despond, 
Authentic Sun of the universe 1 to thee I pray: 

As the inky night is rescued from the shadow’s sway 
By blaze of gold — even so to my appeal respond 

With thy fire of Grace make now my life of circum- 
stance 

A spiring flame, create with thy effulgence pure 
An evolving lustre in my world of haze — endure 
An ecstasy of quintessential radiance. 

With thy loveliness, endeared inform, caress away 
All that is flawed in me, O come and come to stay. 
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TO THE IMPRISONED SOUL * 

But where wouldst thou escape, O soul : 

Bonds’ net is spread allwhere, hung fine 

Unless thou cut them here and now 
Vain shall be life’s long discipline 
O coward, earth-shy heart of mine ! 

AH thou namest illusions dark 

Is but thy body’s shadow-brood : 

Go where thou wilt, they’ll cling to thee. 
Woven into thy veins and blood. 

Who can his own webs ever elude ? 

If all the world be but a dream 

Then why before it cry and quail ? 

Thine is the dream : its yoke shall end 
If thy rebel urge will never fail. 

My timid heaxt ! unlearn to wail. 

On peaks of joy, in wombs of pain 

Waits veiled the deep of mystery: 

In the chrysalis of birth and death 
Is hostaged thy Divinity: 

’Tis for thy wings to set Him free. 
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Love ! lift thy seeds of Light to bloom 
Beyond the vales of joy and pain ; 

Dowered with thy Self’s keen sword of fire 
Shall thy white heritage remain 
Forgetful, lost to Night, in chain ? 

Flash forth thy sabre, rend thy gyves, 

No more of gloom-girt threnody ; 

Escape from fears of bondage ? — Nay, 

Hurl down their dams, and, flamingly. 
Redeem thy Immortality. 
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THE SLEEPING LION* 

O Sleeping Lion in the cavemed darkness 
Of the rock-heart of every sentient thing ! 

Give us thy glance, if only for a moment, 

Of a child upgazing in its slumbering. 

Unleash high vision’s flood pent in thy conscious 
Sleep — ^lone, abysmal — startling our surface moods 

Of swoon and quiver : thrill our eyes with lustres 

From thy multitudinous Dream which o’er us broods. 

O shake but once thy golden mane majestic. 

Toss once thy head pillowed in plumbless deep, 

The mighty toss of a child-head in slumber, — 

Then from the frozen summit of thy Sleep 

Shall start a flaming avalanche whose momentum 
Newborn shall cleave out for the wistful dark 

Earth’s waylost Destiny a marvel orbit 

Changing to gold its wheelings void of spark. 
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From out thy unflawed bliss of Sleep in voiceless 
Caverns for once emit thy sound of thunder 
Like a child’s rapt laughter roaming still in dreamland. 
Steeped in a world of happiness and wonder. 

For then thy leonine cry shall in a moment 
Expunge from earth’s death-haunted consciousness 
Our starless sorrow: 0 let Life float on nectarous 
Oceans in Immortality’s oaress. 
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BEGGAR ? * 

Of Krishna’s love the mystic sings, 

A tramp that goes and comes : 
The pauper soul of the King of kings 
Implores the beggar’s alms. 


BLACK DOG* 

’Tis futile, knows the Dog of Desire, and yet he will 
Make Greed his life’s one ruling passion invincible ! 
There, clawing a fleshless bone with eager tongue 

the fool 

Still licks his love — concupiscence’s hideous tool ! 



DreaM Cadenci^ 


MY JOY** 

My joy is laughter’s mystic lotus 
In a tremulous lake erf pain. 

Its petals bloom on the stem of life 

With a loveliness that knows no stain. 

The closed corolla’s dusky hour 

Breaks into Freedom’s flawless flower 

In swift surrender ’neath thy light. 

Lifting itself in thrill to thee : 

For the radiance of thy dawngold eye 
Enfolds it everlastingly. 

Cleaving the flood of tears at last. 

Life’s sobbing river overpassed. 

My homesickness for thy far haven 

Transmutes my clay with thy ultimate kiss : 

Death, like a masked Pilot, steers 

My boat to thy deathless shore of bliss. 
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YSTIC MINSTREL* 

She undoes all I do, 

The singing Bee — who makes my heart her hive 
And sings and sings, making me sing on, too, 
From dawn till eve. 

Without a pause. 

Cause or no cause ! 

The more I hearken to her melody 
The more I feel 

Listless and weaned from everything 
And sadly sing 
Her threnody ; 

"All, all is vanity!” 

I f^r my theme will not appeal 
To this big world where all are busy 
Morning and night. 

Where no one takes life easy 
Nor travels light. 

Where none has time but I. 
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In no mart here below I buy or sell 
Nor tarry in any dell. 

To none my ears I lend : 

I only hear deep down my soul 
The mystic Bee still singing of her Friend 
■ Fragrance, the Tramp, who (owing none a toll) 
Wanders on — lone, unpent. 

Even so, a pilgrim I, carefree. 

Still aimlessly 

Riding the waves of dance and song 
Would fain belong 
To irresponsibility. 





THE ELUSIVE * 

He’s caught, the Elusive, in our earth of clay 
On strands of Life His footfalls ring in play. 

Who sets the suns and stars afloat 
On swirls of Time — He steers the boat, 

I know, of my frail body, night and day. 

I play no flute, I play no lyre — not I: 

My tunes are cradled in His melody. 

I walk because He also walks, 

I talk because He also talks : 

On Death’s stem blows His Immortality. 






Preatn Ca4enc^$ 


CAUSELESS 

How shall I tell wherefore I play 

Tha Ijnre of love, for what I cry ? 

I only know I cannot choose 

But love — although I know not why! 

I only can appeal to Thee 

With my tears' or laughters’ offerings, 

AU flowers and creepers of my life 

Bow to Thy feet, O King of kings ! 

When the river woos the shoreless deep 
With all her heart-pent song’s caress. 

Athirst she races for her love 
In total self-forgetfulness. 

Yet define she cannot why she thirsts. 

She only thrills because she craves : 

My quest for Thee, Beloved, is tuned 

To the causeless music of her waves. 
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AUTHORITY* 

They confuse me all — ^my various sages. 

Each ruling out the rest : 

I marvel — ^who should lead? 

For each with all the others wages 
Such wordy wars — obsessed 

With his gospel aiid his creed ! 

Up various thoroughfares I travelled 
And various songs I wove 
In various melodies, — 

Till at last, with the mystery still unravelled, 

I found I was falling in love 
With snares of fantasies ! 

Then I set my one-stringed lonely lyre 
To one deep-vibrant note. 

Only one Way now I see : 

I cherish the flame of one Desire, 

In my various findings quote 
But one Authority. 

With the multitude I mate no more now. 

But only the One I seek 

And His spell is magical : 

For the message of all it brings to my door now. 
By dint of whose rhythm unique 
I reach to the rhjTthm of All! 
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KRISHNA* 

( Dancing on the hydra-hooded Serpent Kaliya ) 

With lilts of dance thy purple lightning 
Startles our global gloom : 

On the hood of Death thy figure sways 
Like a lotus on a tomb. 

Thou leaven’st shadows with thy laughter’s 
Radiant loveliness, 

Fashioning magic pictures from 
Life’s stuff of dark distress. 

All, all who hearken to thy flutelet 
Find that beside its strain 
Of ecstasy earth’s happiest music 
Sounds like a note of pain. 

Thy beauty, in the heart once bloomed. 

Nor fades nor dies again : 

Thy touch of gold transmutes desire 
To Love that cannot wane. 
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ON RANI DIDI’S BIRTHDAY* 


What shall I offer thee, 0 sister, say. 

On this thy rich birthday? 

How oft would thy sympathy and love 
My heart’s dead lyre to resonance move 
And leave a legacy of memory 
Of days and nights whose cadence cannot die! 

How thy consoling words again and again 
Would make my moods of pain, 

Like creepers lone and tremulous. 

Fulfilled with blooms harmonious! 

These will I cull and into a garland weave 
To offer thee, sister, what else can I give? 

How oft, when in love’s grievance I’d forget 
Our Mother divine and fret. 

Thy admonition soft as bell 
Would call back home the prodigal 
In a voice whose beauty even as jewel’s light 
Would guard my soul against the schemes of 

Night ! 

A jewel-shine that touched dross into gold. 
Dream-wealth restored to old 
Penury-thrill that cannot feide, 

0 Queenly Mother’s queenly maid. 

Whose deathless birth bathesthisour earth of sighs 
With a tender radiance of paradise 1 



Dream C adences 


OSCILLATION * 

I razed the granite walls of dungeons 
No iron shackles can bind me again. 

The palace of gold and garish splendour 
Now calls to my pilgrim soul in vain. 

I clove the oceans, I scaled the mountains. 

The burning deserts I overpassed, 

In a forest of tangled thorns — aill bleeding 
I walked unafraid neath skies overcast : 

Yet blades that whisper and leaves that sigh 
I never can trample — I know not why ! 

I wound the elephant mad with passion. 

And the tiger impale on my pitiless sword. 

And yet an infant gazelle’s appealing 

Eyes make me miss my Way to the Lord. 

If I drain to the dregs earth’s wine of maya 
My feet will not falter nor body sway, 

I kneel to no godheads, I cringe to no demons, 

I outstrip both Heaven and Hades in play : 

And withal, a derelict blind boy’s cry 
StiU makes me pause — I know not why ! 



uream L>a<tences 


My onward movements untrammelled and tameless 
Can wrestle with black winds howling and wild 
And yet my intrepid march is halted 

When a butterfly’s maimed by a thoughtless child. 
’Tis not in the deluge but in shy dew-drops 
Shed by the lips of leaves that I lie. 

Not angel choirs but birds’ soft carols 
Make me forget my eternity : 

Not for the glare of sun will I sigh, 

A pink cloud lures me — I know not why ! 

The hardness of worlds that assault my progress 
I charge with my challenge of will to efface, 

But all that are frail and confiding and wistful 
I fold in my arms — all loveliness. 

I have flung in fragments the emerald chaplet 
But where shall I hurl a wreath of tears ? 

O how can I tread on things that are sobbing 

And wend to my worship like the heartless seers ? 
All that is tender I fail to defy 
And I never regret — I knovr not why !. 
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CONTRARIES » 

Thy nights of gloom shall end the glooms of night ; 
He’ll touch thee with His magic wand — ^pure-white. 
What looms today as dusk of sorrow 
Shall break to a rich gold tomorrow : 

Shades spend themselves to flash new suns’ delight. 

Bondage delivers from all bondaged pain. 

The imploring frost brings springtide back again. 
Lone buds of anguish burst asunder 
Releasing blooms of joy and wonder : 

Life’s dimes impede the soul’s deep surge in vain I 
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THE ADVENT* 

The paths ojf Earth today are sanctified 

With the touch of the Mother’s footfalls rapture- rife : 
Lo ! the grey dust awakes rich, rainbow-dyed. 

And bloom the gardened carnivals of life ! 

Under the aegis of thy feet 

We like flower-clusters fragrance-sweet 

Aroused from age-long sleep, O Mother Divine, 
Wake to Thy love and blossom in Thy sunshine. 

Long have we lived, lost, playing with the sod : 

Oblivious — ^we were nurslings of Thy Light . . . 
Mating with earth, absorbed into the clod : 

But now we quiver into flames gold-bright. 

From Thy own galaxy hast Thou 
Writ large Thy star-lore on our brow ; 

In a world, festival of lights now shine ! 

What Paradise-garlands of Thy fires divine ! 



Dream Cadences 


THREEFOLD FLOWER 

A truth^flower with bright pet^s I bear : . 

A blossom-sun, 

A radiant grace of golden glare, 

I rim 

Along the luminous rays 
Of myriad marvel-days 
With every step is unfurled 
The dream of a wakened world. 

In a second’s flight 
I gain the treasure of the Infinite. 

A faith-flower of ivory petals I bear : 

A blossom-star, 

Of peaceful grace in a glorious air 
Afar 

From the world’s highrridged mountains 
Purer than cold foimtains 
Snow-dissolved, white 
I flow in a trance of delight, 

In a second’s flight 
I gain the ethereal Infinite. 



Dream Cadences 


A k>ve-flower •mth sleepless petals I bear, 
A blossom-moon 

A silver grace and a passion-flare. 

The boon 
Of an eternal night 
Of marriage on the height 
Of soul’s heaven, and on earth 
The romance of angel-birth. 

In a second’s flight 
I gain my beloved the Infinite. 
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